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Should fear, being free, to part from ?   Have I lived,
Since I came here in shadow and storm, three days
Out of the storm and shadow ?    Have I seen
Such rest, such hope, such respite from despair,
As thralls and prisoners in strong darkness may
Before the light look on them?    Hath there come
One chance on me of comfort, one poor change,
One possible content that was not born
Of hope to break forth of these bonds, or made
Of trust in foreign fortune ?   Here, I knew,
Could never faith nor love nor comfort breed
While I sat fast in prison; ye, my friends,
The few men and the true men that were mine,
What were ye but what I was, and what help
Hath each love had of other, yours of mine,
Mine of your faith, but change of fight and flight,
Fear and vain hope and ruin ?    Let me go,
Who have been but grief and danger to my friends ;
It may be I shall come with power again
To give back all their losses, and build up
What for my sake was broken.

Herries.                                Did I know it,

Yet were I loth to bid you part, and find
What there you go to seek ; but knowing it not,
My heart sinks in me and my spirit is sick
To think how this fair foot once parted hence
May rest thus light on Scottish ground no more.

Queen.    It shall tread heavier when it steps again
On earth which now rejects it; I shall live
" To bruise their heads who wounded me at heel,
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